128          THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Which bairn of mankind, from blows wrathful

fled,

House-needy forsooth, and hied him therein,
A man by guilt troubled.    Then soon it betided
That  therein  to  the   guest   there stood  grisly

terror;
However the wretched, of every hope waning

The ill-shapen wight, whenas the fear gat him,
The treasure-vat saw ; of such there was a many
Up in that earth-house of treasures of old,     2231
As them in the yore-days, though what man I

know not,
The huge leavings and loom of a kindred of high

ones,

Well thinking of thoughts there had hidden away,
Dear treasures. But all them had death borne

away

In the times of erewhile; and the one at the last
Of the doughty of that folk that there longest

lived,

There waxed he friend-sad, yet ween'd he to tarry,
That he for a little those treasures the longsome
Might brook for himself. But a burg now all

ready                                                          2240

Wonn'd on the plain nigh the waves of the water,
New by a ness, by narrow-crafts fasten'd;